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For the Record, Lebish Says
‘Don’t Push Your Love’
By Ray Pohlkotte

Melissa Lebish, a senior major
ing in Music Education and spe
cializing in vocal performence, re
cently released a 45 record. The
two songs are “I Never Knew, and
“Don't Push Your Love.”
After singing lead vocals for
three different bands, four years
of voice training at Fontbonne,
and doing a dozen or so jingles for
radio ads around St. Louis,
Melissa says, “I am finally in a
situation in which the songs that I
am singing can be tailored to my
voice capabilities.”
Her good fortune started when she
answered an ad for a song-writer
named Randy Phillips. He was
looking for a vocalist to cut a
demo tape of his music so that he
could send it to radio stations and
record labels. She got the job.
In the mean time, however,
Melissa entered the songs in the
“Music City Song Festival,” the
largest pop, rock, and jazz, vocal
competition of its kind, just to see
how it would do. With 70,000 en-
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tries, her voice placed within the
top ten of her category (pop).
Melissa and Randy then decided
to send the tape to radio stations
in Franklin County, where she
currently resides. “The response
was great; people called in to ask
where they could buy the record."
On that note, she decided to take
the advice of a local Franklin
County radio DJ and put the songs
into record form.
Though it started out as, and
still serves the purpose of, a demo
tape, she has made some money
because sales of the record have
been so good. She recently got a
black and white photo of herself to
go on the 45 sleeve.
One of Melissa’s favorite sing
ing role-models is Linda Ronstadt.
“I like her singing because it is so
versatile. . . . She is one of the few
singers who can sing a beautiful
ballad, and then turn around and
whale out driving rock-n-roll like
the best of them,” Melissa says.
She feels the same way about Pat
Benatar and Patty Smyth, and has
sung their music for years in
bands.
“My goal,” Melissa says, “is to
find a unique sound that isn’t too
pop or typical. I don’t want to limit
myself to certain kinds of music.
But I tend to lean more towards
singing rock and pop.”
Right now, Melissa wants to get
into a group and promote herself
more. She is still working with
Randy Phillips, who is beginning
to write songs for her that will
utilize more of the four-octave
voice range that she has worked
See LEBISH p. 11

Faculty Settles on Pluses, Minuses:
Dean’s List Goes to 3.7
By Amy Smoucha

The Academic Affairs Commit
tee has been reviewing the
plus/minus grading system which
was put into effect for the 1986/87
school year. Many students are
concerned about the effect the
plus/minus system has on their
grade point average, and there
has been some confusion among
the faculty of whether the new'
policy is optional or mandatory.
Students and faculty were sur
veyed in order to get feedback on
the new system. Of those who
responded, 39% were in favor of
retaining the system. 45f; were in
favor of eliminating it and 16%
were neutral. Many of the faculty
comments on the survey were pos
itive, stressing that finer distinc
tions can be made with a plus/
minus system. Student comments
centered around the tendency for a
plus/minus policy to work against
“A” students, and the problem of
the Dean's List cut-off not accom
modating “A-’s.

Reviewing the system, the Com
mittee has decided to retain the
plus/minus system because it has
only been in effect for one year,
and the survey, with only 167 stu
dent responses, did not provide
adquate feedback from the
whole Fontbonne community. The
Dean’s List cut-off is now 3.7
which allows, as the former cut
off of 3.75 did not, for a student
having all “A-’s to be included. It
has also been established that the
plus/minus policy is mandatory,
and the faculty has been informed
to clear up the confusion. The
Committe further decided to con
tinue the plus/minus system for
three years and evaluate it yearly.
The point values for the plus/
minus policy are as follows:
A+ ............. 4.0 C .................. 2.1
A ................. 4.0 C- .............. 2.0
A- ............. 3.7 D+ ...............1.3
B+ ............. 3.3 D .................. 1.0
B ................. 3.0 D— .............. 0.7
B— ............. 2.7 F .................. 0.0
C4- ............. 2.3

Midday, mid-cafe, Mid East. International students Abdul Aziz A.I. AlMutawa, Rani Fern, and Waleed Al-Abdul Qader. Photo by Margaret Hesse

The Word Travels Overseas,
Foreign Enrollment Goal 5%
By Jean Minton

During the late 1960’s Sister Jane
DeChantal visited the consulate of
fices, the foreign embassies in
Texas, to explain to international
ambassadors the advantages of
their students coming to a small
college. She was referring to Font
bonne. She sold the college from
this perspective: caring teachers,
staff support and dedication to stu
dents, and an interested student
body. According to Bert Barry,
coordinator of international stu
dents, “Initially, only a trickle of
international students enrolled.
In the following years, enrollment
grew by word of mouth.”
Barry says that Fontbonne
doesn’t have the budget to run ad,vertisements like Washington Uni
versity or St. Louis University in
order to draw foreign students
here. “There are all sorts of maga
zines targeted primarily for stu
dents overseas, which many
schools in Missouri use. But here
we rely heavily on students to pass
along their positive experiences at
Fontbonne to relatives and
friends.” Barry adds, "Through
their own efforts, international stu
dents were and still are our best re
cruiters.”
Ahdi Ben-Essa, a student from
Kuwait, tells how he heard about
Fontbonne. “My story goes back
about 15 years. My brother-in-law
studied at Washngton University.
Then my cousin studied at Font
bonne, who recommended it to my
brother, who in turn told me about
Fontbonne.”
Delaram Khlid, a student from
Iraq, shares a similar'experience
of hearing about Fontbonne. “My
cousin used to study here four or
five years ago. Then I decided to
come to America."
The average international stu
dent that comes to Fontbonne is
looking for an environment where
support from faculty, staff, and stu

dents is of primary importance.
“There's a sensitivity here in St.
Louis. Here is a person coming
from a different environment that
needs help adjusting to a foreign
country," adds Barry.
One still might question why stu
dents select Fontbonne over a more
renowned New York or Boston col
lege. “Casual visitors and students
from overseas think that St. Louis
has a very cosmopolitan back
ground. We don’t have a small town
mentality like some large cities. St.
Louis is more open minded about
welcoming international people,”
says Barry.
In general, students are drawn to
the United States because they per
ceive it to be the leading country in
terms of technological develop
ment and business.
Walid ALauthman, a student
from Kuwait, studied pre-engineer
ing at Maryville College for two se
mesters. “I changed my major to
math/computer science, and I

Esam Al-Sariei
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didn't want to move to anothei
state. I picked Fontbonne because
of its reputation in those fields.”
Barry also added that the High
er Education Council, composed of
all St. Louis area colleges, is in the
process of creating a recruitment
brochure for foreign students. It
See STUDENTS, p. 11
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OPINION:

Senior Fee

April showers have been raining
on the parades of many gradu
ating seniors. The one storm that
seems to have dampened a lot of
spirits is the Senior Fee. When
seniors stopped by to pick up their
“15 free announcements,” they
were told they first had to pay
$60.00. Senior Sue Mueller was
quick to point out, “It just goes to
show you nothing is free any
more.”
The thought of paying another
bill is somewhat outrageous. Just
as most seniors are rectifying
their accounts and preparing exit
interviews with the business of
fice, they are knocked down by
another payment. Although $60.00
may not seem like a lot of money
to some people, it can be rough on
independent students who are
paying their own way.
Sharon Basler laments, “It’s not
like I can just toss out 60 bucks. I'd
like to know where the money is
going.” The only answer given to
this common question has been
"graduation.” Christine Brenton’s
response is echoed by many grad
uating seniors. She said, 'That is
just silly. After we pay $5,600 a
year and spend four years here, it
costs another 60 bucks just to walk
down the aisle.”
However, there are obvious
costs involved in putting together
a ceremony the size of graduation
— caps, gowns, diplomas, speak
ers, sound systems, music, chairs,

NEWS
BRIEFS
Space Allocations
The Art Department is prepar
ing for a series of changes and
moves. Word is out from the Space
and Planning Committee that the
Art Department will have to
vacate some of its facilities and
move to other locations on cam
pus. The Sculpture Studio, cur
rently located in Southwest Hall’s
basement, will be moved to the
space now occupied by the Ceram
ics Studio. The Ceramics studio
will then be moved into the base
ment of Medaille Hall. The space
formerly occupied by the Sculp
ture Studio will eventually be
rented out.

Biergarten Remodel
The Biergarten area next to the
Cafe will soon undergo a facelift.
The flimsy, white plastic furniture
that is falling to pieces will be re
placed by permanent iron patio
equipment. The project is being fi
nanced by the Student Govern
ment Association.

SGA Elections
Speaking of SGA, the student
elections have been finalized and
confirmed. Congratulations are in
order for all new officers. They
are: President, Beth Ringo; VicePresident, Lori Bibby; Treasurer,
Sherilyn Spiller; Secretary, Kim
Boyd; Calendar Events Chairs,
Mary Henning and Pam Nowak;
Special Events Chairs, Lisa
Moritz and Nancy Linhoff; Public
Relations Chairs, John McGrath
and Tammy Sherell.
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flowers, etc. But if there are 240
graduates, the senior fee will gen
erate over $13,000.
Father Jack Fleming, although
quick to point out that the fee re
quirement does not come from his
office, offered some other ration
ale for the fee. "I'm sure that it is
not a gouge. All colleges and uni
versities have similar fees. It
comes with the territory. It covers
all sorts of things, not just the
ceremony per se.” Student Activ
ity Fee has provided subsidies for
many senior costs, for instance, it
helped make the cost of 87 Days
Dinner more affordable. Other
areas the Student Activity Fee
covers include: senior composites,
senior glasses, senior ball, and
graduation mass.
But questions still remain as to
where the “senior fee” goes. Does
it in fact repay Student Activity
Fee? Is it general overhead? Is it
a tradition or a real need?
Some students have suggested
that before the fee is required next
year, the administration might
consider adding it on to tuition for
seniors so financial aid might
help. Or perhaps the school needs
to prepare an answer to the ques
tion next year. If the fee is justifi
able, and it might well be, it is in
consistent with the normally ma
ture, honest relationship between
students and administration for
this to remain a secret.

New RAs
Director of Housing, Carla Ti
noco, has announced the Resident
Assistant choices for the 1987-88
school year. Congratulations to
Katie Blewitt, Andy Beckerman,
Shelly Elmo, and Lisa Moritz.

Pebble Beach
Residents are humming James
Taylor’s “Up on the Roof” as they
march up the Medaille steps with
their shades and suntain oil. Peb
ble Beach is open! Construction
has been going on for several
weeks to finalize the new Pebble
Beach. The roof top has been af
fectionately called the “beach”
because it is ideal for sunbathing,
and the “pebble” refers to loose
gravel that once lined the surface.
The name will stick but the gravel
won’t because a new deck has
been constructed. Soon it will be
covered with Astroturf and sur
rounded by hanging plants. Now
all we need is the sunshine!

LETTERS . . .
To Whom It May Concern:
In the last issue of the Fontban
ner, I wrote an article entitled “A
Short Day’s Journey into Fright.”
The article described an eventful
automobile ride with a well-known
faculty member, whose name, at
the advice of my lawyers, will not
be mentioned again.
Consultations with legal advice
have persuaded me to avoid the
“slander and defamation of char
acter” charges by writing this dis
claimer. It is intended to clarify
and point out the specific in
stances in which I used artistic li
cense to spice-up my story. I
admit to two sentences in partic
ular that had variations from the
truth.
The two sentences being dis-

puted were included in the last two
paragraphs of the 25 paragraphlong article. It was printed that the
faculty member who shall still re
main
nameless,
“yelled
‘SUCKER’ ” at a "speechless
meter maid.” This is NOT true. To
be honest, he muttered something
about "only in St. Louis would
they believe that story” (referring
to the pack of lies he used to avoid
a parking ticket) — NOTICE that
was not a direct quote by the way.
The "speechless meter maid”
who was said to have watched us
drive away, was actually sitting on
the curb laughing to herself. I
stand corrected.
Sincerely,
Bill (don’t quote me on
that) Nolan

Dear Editor:
I would like to take issue with
some statements in last issue’s
Opinion column. The writer
makes the statement: "Nowhere
on this campus can a student find
the WASHINGTON POST or NEW
YORK TIMES, much less the
POST DISPATCH.” I suggest the
writer should check the Fontbonne Library before making
some statements.
The writer further states:
"More speakers could be brought
in for any student to see, rather
than members of a select group.”
The Global Issues Committee has
brought in speakers for the benefit
of all who wish to attend. The only
"select” aspect of the group who
attended these lectures is that, as
individuals, they took the time
and effort to attend and become
informed on a topic of national
and international interest.

Many faculty members hesitate
to ask speakers to come to cam
pus because the attendance is em
barrassing and consequently poor
public relations for the college.
I agree with the writer that
there appears to be student
apathy. However, I am not so sure
that very many Fontbonne stu
dents have much leisure time.
The students I know are attending
college full time, working almost
full time, and taking care of fam
ily responsibilities. This does not
provide for much leisure time.
The writer implies that every
one needs to be informed in order
to form an opinion and express it.
I agree — but we have an obliga
tion to gather the correct informa
tion so that we might have a cor
rect opinion — especially, if it is to
be published.
Sister Jeanine Yackey
Natural Science Department

Graduate Students Exhibit Art
By Laura Butler

The Fontbonne Graduate thesis
exhibition for 1987 opened March
29, with a reception from 3-5 p.m.
Entries included bronze, marble,
and wood sculptures, chalk draw
ings, photographs, and several
watercolor paintings. The exhibit
was successful and was charac
terized by its interesting diversity.
Professor Frank Ferrario of the
art department added some posi
tive comments about the exhibi
tion. “I think this exhibition, like
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all of our exhibitions, shows that we
boast a very strong program. All of
the pieces were excellent, and I
think we are showing some inter
esting things for a small college.”
Attendance to the show was
good; the artists with work in the
gallery sent out invitations to fam
ily and friends. Many Fontbonne
students, other than those from the
art department, visited the Gallery
to lend their support and to com
ment about the exhibition.
There was no judging at this par
ticular show. The purpose was to
expose the graduate students’
works, many of which were on sale.
Professor Ferrario believes that
exhibitions of this type are a must.
"These students need to exhibit
their hard work. These exhibits de
fine a particular direction that they
might go in the future. All of these
artists, as all artists, reveal what
and who they are as people in their
works of art.”
The graduate artists that con
tributed to the exhibition included:
Jaye Gregory, Cathleen L. Mc
Laughlin, Claude W. Mette, Nancy
Shaw, Eleanor Wright, Zhao Xiw
Ru, Janet Briggs, and Margaret
Schaumburg.
The show ran until April 23, and
was enjoyed by the entire commu
nity. It gave the artists a chance to
exhibit their work, and the com
munity was exposed to the many
bright, interesting art pieces.
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College History Unfolds in Archives
By Caroline Nowak

Few Fontbonne students realize
the wealth of information that lay
in their midst. Reporters have just
discovered Fontbonne’s own semi
secret archive vault, in the base
ment of the library. The archives
preserve the history of Fontbonne
and much of what has happened
since the opening of the college.
Therein, also lies secrets of col
lege days past.
Eleanora Baer, Fontbonne alum
ni, is the caretaker of these
precious memories. She graduated
in 1931, along with 18 other young
ladies, with her degree in English.
She went on to earn her Masters in
Education and her MS in Library
Science. She returned in 1973 to vol
unteer her services to the estab
lishment that she grew to know so
well.
Ms. Baer’s interest was piqued
in the archives after she learned of
Sister Marie Vianney O’Reilly’s
work. Sister Vianney, the Font
bonne Archivist from 1973-1978 and
holder of various administrative
positions from 1968-1973, tried to
gather any and all material she
could get her hands on: pictures,
papers, articles, odds and ends.
The original shovel, used for the
ground-breaking is still intact in
the vault, along with a beanie, a hat
students used to wear in early
years.
Sister Vianney compiled some
pictures and some written infor
mation into a book, “Fontbonne At
Fifty,” covering the history of the
college from 1923 to 1973.
Ms. Baer, continuing the ar
chives, has built up a file of infor
mational tidbits concerning the
college, its activities, teachers, and
board members, and tries to keep
the catalogue up to date. If anyone
wants to learn a bit of Fontbonne
trivia, they need look no further
than the archives.
The college was named after
Mother St. John Fontbonne, who
gathered a group of Sisters of St.
Joseph in Lyons, France, after the
French Revolution, and came to St.
Louis. In 1836, she asked Bishop
Rosati for permission to form an
educational institution. Stemming
from that request came St.
Joseph’s Academy, the first educa
tional institution in this country run
by the Sisters of St. Joseph. Font
bonne College was born out of that
establishment.
St. Joseph Academy continued
until 1908. Then, Mother Agnes
Gonzaga, Superior General of the
Sisters of St. Joseph, suggested a
new college for the area. Without
hesitation, Archbishop John J.

Glennon gave his approval to the
proposal.
Archbishop Glennon selected the
comer of Wydown and Big Bend for
the site of Fontbonne. It was also
decided that the college would be
for the benefit of women, allowing
them the opportunity of higher
education.
September 1923, the college offi
cially opened at Carondelet, the
Motherhouse of the Sisters. But it
wasn’t until April 14, 1924 ground
was broken for the construction of
Fontbonne. September 1925, the
first classes were held in the new
buildings on Fontbonne’s campus
and the new president. Sister M.
Irene O'Hara, was installed. That
same Fall, Fontbonne became a
corporate college affiliated with St.
Louis University.

rain coat advisable, toilet set,
blanket, table set, consisting of one
glass, two knives, two forks, two
teaspoons, and one dessert spoon.
Before Medaille and St. Joseph’s
dorms were built, students lived in
Ryan Hall and the Fine Arts Build
ing. In 1927, general expenses for
the year were listed as follows: Tui
tion — All class work given, $200;
Ryan Hall — Single with bath,
$225-$300, double with bath,
$400-$500; Fine Arts Building —
Single, $100-$150, double $150-$200;
Suites — Study, bedroom and bath,
$450-$550.
The college has definitely under
gone physical and administrative
changes over the years. Ms. Baer
provides testimony to these facts.
She came back to Fontbonne in 1973
to see “the buildings we lived in
were now offices and classrooms,
the curriculum was different, and
the college, in September 1973, had
become co-ed!”
She recalls the parlors in Fine
Arts where you could relax in the
See ARCHIVES p. 12
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Fontbonne 60 Years Ago:
Commencement Week, 1927
reprinted from: The Font
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Ms. Baer vividly remembers a
time when Fontbonne was new in
the minds of so many. There were
eight people in the first graduating
Class of 1927 and they all had
bachelor of arts degrees. “There
wasn’t a lot of choice between
classes and there weren’t many
teachers,” Ms. Baer stated.
“Back then there were a lot of
English, philosophy and history
majors. Everyone became teach
ers or nuns.” Nevertheless, after
the first class graduated, enroll
ment went up to 101 the next year,
a significant increase since prior
years.
The handbook in 1927 gives a list
of supplies each dorm student was
to provide herself: night gowns,
dressing gowns, underclothing,
hose, handkerchiefs, hand towels,
bath towels, washclothes, one black
fichu (a scarf worn for chapel).

The Dinkey
Photo courtesy of "Fontbonne at Fifty"

COMMENCEMENT WEEK
I The first event of the first comI mencement week of Fontbonne
I College is Sunday evening, June 5,
'1927, when Rev. James Thomas
[Coffey, S.T.B., pastor of St. Leo’s
Church, St. Louis, will deliver the
I baccalaureate sermon. At this
l service the medieval custom of
I conferring on candidates for the
' bachelor’s degree their academic
[ hoods will be carried out and pre
siding over it will be Very Rev.
।Charles L. Souvay, C.M., D.D.,
iPh.D., D.S.S., president of KenI rick Seminary, who was professor
l of Sacred Scripture at Fontbonne
* last year. The hoods are lined with
[purple and gold, the college col[ ors. Rev. P. J. Dooley, pastor of the
I Church of the Holy Redeemer,
Webster Groves, and Rev. P.J.
Ritchie, S.T.L., pastor of St. Law
rence O’Toole’s Church, will serve
as deacon and subdeacon at the
Solemn Benediction of the Blessed
I Sacrament which will close the
I ceremony.
1 Monday evening will see pre
sented in the auditorium the class
play, Shakespeare’s “A Midsummer Night’s Dream” under the di[rection of Mrs. O.A. Wall, Jr., inistructor in dramatic art. In this
I production the seniors will be asIsisted by the members of the Dramatic Club.
1 Tuesday is Font Day, as Font
bonne’s first class has decided
class day will be known by that
I name, by it and its successors
[forever. The observance will
I open the Holy Mass and Com1 munion for the entire student body
'with Rev. PH. Bradley, pastor of
Blessed Sacrament Church and
[supervisor of Fontbonne’s buildI ings, officiating. Later in the day
I Father Bradley will be initiated
I into the Class of 1927 in recognition
'of his active support of the project
[of the class, notably the building
of the Gertrude O’Daniel Mem[orial grotto to Our Lady of Lourides.

The exercises around the font ini
the quadrangle will follow; they1
will include a vision of the future
of the members of the class which]
can be seen in the waters of the
font and will be interpreted to the
graduates by Mary Grace Heiner
of the junior class. Later the Font
bonne banner will be presented by
Alice Beffa, senior president, to
Helen Purcell, junior president.
Following the ceremonies at the;
font the seniors will preside at the I
planting of ivy on Ryan Hall and I
will set in two trees, the first of an'1
avenue planned to extend from
Ryan Hall to the grotto on the
southern end of the campus. Also]
they will place a lacquered brass ।
band, on which are engraved their I
names as members of the first'
class, upon the spade used in
breaking ground for the college
buildings; attached to this band is
the first link of a long chain in
scribed with “1927.” Having thus
generously inaugurated the cus
toms which are to be followed at
Fontbonne till the end of time, the
Class of 1927 will leave for the Con
gress Hotel where their sister
class, the sophomores, will enter
tain them at luncheon.
Archbishop John Joseph Glen
non, D.D., will preside at the com
mencement
day
ceremonies
Wednesday, beginning at three
o’clock. His address and that of
Rev. Alphonse M. Schwitalla, S.J.,
Ph.D., regent of the School of
Medicine of St. Louis University,
will precide the conferring of the
degree to the candidates who will
be presented by Rev. George A.
Deglman, S.J., Ph.D., dean of the
School of Education of St. Louis
University. Rev. Francis J. O’Con
nor, pastor of our Lady of Lourdes
Church, and Rev. Thomas V.
O’Reilly, pastor of St. Margaret’s
Church, will be deacons of honor
to His Grace and will assist at the
Pontifical Benediction in Font
bonne Chapel which will be the
college’s last seal on her depart
ing daughters.
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Coops, Procs, Ships:

Students Experience Real World
Part 2 of 2
by Jean Minton

COMMUNICATION DISORDERS

Paula DellaCroce, a communi
cation disorders major, began her
practicum the summer of her
sophomore year. She is presently
a senior.
Her major deals with people
who have articulation disorders;
sound production problems; lan
guage disorders, where people
speak in one-word sentences;
voice disorders, vocal nodules
caused from hoarseness due to
abusing one’s voice; and fluency
disorders, or stuttering.
In order for a communication
disorders major to work in the
special school district following
graduation, she must be certified
and have completed a public
school practicum.
DellaCroce is presently on the
job at two public schools, Valley
Junior High and Clayton High.
She sees students on an individual
level or in groups of three. “The
children I teach can all be at dif
ferent levels so long as they are
grouped according to their prob
lem, whether it be in articulation
or some other language disorder.
It’s easier to work with them when
they are grouped in that way,” she
commented.
MATHEMATICS AND
COMPUTER SCIENCE

Mary Williams, a math and
computer science major, is per
forming a co-op with McDonnell
Douglas. She will have ac
cumulated 17 credit hours for
three semesters’ work.
During her first semester, she
worked with health services divi
sion in general accounting, and

dealt with business applications
programming. In the second sem
ester, she worked in headquarters
and was a corporate systems an
alyst. Finally, Williams was trans
ferred to the architecture, en
gineering, and construction com
pany as a scientific programmer.
While working full-time, she at
tends nightschool.
When the co-op started, Wil
liams was paid hourly wages, but
by the third semester, she was
earning a salary. More important
ly she is expecting four offers
from the company following grad
uation.
“If not four, I should at least get
one offer,” she remarked.
COMMUNICATION ARTS

Rusty Page, a broadcast major,
is in the midst of his internship at
KY98, the leading station in adult
contemporary music. He now gets
paid for working 20 hours a week
there.
He gathers surveys for the radio
station and performs 30 five-min
ute surveys a week. The station
administers the survey to four em
ployees who do 30 surveys apiece.
They gather the surveys to com
pare their figures with Arbitron,
what Page refers to as the Bible of
Radio. So far, the surveys have co
incided with Arbitron.
For the survey. Page plays short
cuts of music to see if people rec
ognize the artist. He does not
tell those surveyed that he is from
Y98 because it would bias the
survey. He says he’s from an inde
pendent market research com
pany.
“My job is easy. It isn’t so much
what I’m doing, but who I’m
meeting in the business that may

Karin Goldwasser, Margaret Hesse, and Caroline Nowak.
Photo by Jenny Gross

open doors for me.”
Caroline Nowak,
Margaret
Hesse, and Karin Goldwasser are
finishing up their public relations
practicum here at Fontbonne.
They are in charge of all publicity
for Fontbonne’s theater produc
tions.
Their job includes: writing
press releases and public service
announcements to newspapers
and radio stations; making per
sonal contact with editors of pa
pers; handling publicity on cam
pus with fliers; managing Box Of
fice, which includes setting up
ticket sales, coordinating house
management
personnel,
and
keeping track of all box office rev
enue. A very significant task
which they have undertaken was
starting a subcscription program
to theater performances. They’ve
filed and stored all their subscrib
ers on a disc, and spend an aver

age of four hours per week work
ing in the computer room on the
word processor.
“We have everything organized.
We've made it easy for anyone
who’s going to do a practicum
with the theater department next
year.’ ’
Their work certainly hasn’t
been for naught though. They are
pleased to see the plays are get
ting some lengthy reviews in the
Post-Dispatch. The girls are also
building a scrapbook which will
include reviews, ticket stubs, and
published press releases from
Fontbonne shows this year.
“Even if student attendance at
the plays hasn’t increased, more
people know about shows since it’s
more publicized.”
Furthermore, the three added,
“We are Richard Hinners’ right
hands.”
See COOPS, p. 12

TAL AYNA’S

Open late dining — 3:00 a.m. Friday and Saturday
2:15 a.m. Sunday thru Thursday

FAST, FREE DELIVERY - WHOLE MENU

Ambassadors Wrap Up
Productive Year
By Lisa Spratte

The Fontbonne College Ambas
sadors enjoyed their first success
ful year as a representative, volun
teer group. The Ambassador Pro
gram is funded by the Admissions
Office budget, and headed by ad
visor Valerie Lyons. This year, the
program attempted to improve the
quality of visits to the college by
prospective students and parents.
The group is made up of approx
imately 30 students that were
chosen on the basis of three cri
teria: their grades, involvement in
Fontbonne activities, and involve
ment in community life. Personal
interviews were used to determine
how well a student positively re
flected Fontbonne. Also, they were
given pamphlets and were trained
to interact with students and par
ents at various Fontbonne activ
ities. According to Lyons, “The
Ambassadors represent the entire
college and take part in promoting
Public Relations activities.
This year, the major functions of
the organization were to conduct
campus tours on a daily basis, host
Preview Nights, (when parents and
students were treated to dinners
and tours courtesy of Fontbonne),
participate in Alumni activities,
help with orientation of incoming

freshmen, and participate in phona-thons for the Admissions Office.
Interviews for the next batch of
Ambassadors were held at the end
of April. Lyons said she hopes to
continue the same activities, with
a projected increase of participa
tion in Fontbonne Activities. She
hopes for more exposure and more
requests from groups in need of the
Ambassadors’ aid.
At the beginning of the year, the
Ambassadors elected their own of
ficers. They are: Lisa Moritz,
President; Beth Ringo, Vice-Presi
dent; Mike Lee, Public Relations
Officer; and Sharon Basler,
Secretary.
Margaret Hesse, a sophomore,
said, “It’s fun to give prospective
students a positive outlook of Font
bonne. It helps me learn much
more about the school.”
In the first year, the Ambassador
Program has proven itself as a
helpful addition to the Fontbonne
community. Through hard work
and determination, the efforts put
forth by the troupe have certainly
added to the overall positive as
pects of college life. No doubt more
than a few high school seniors will
be persuaded to attend Fontbonne,
due to the Ambassador Program’s
positive influence.

of Pizza and a large selection of Italian favorites. Try our Baked
Lasagna, House Salads,
Cheese Garlic Bread, Toasted Ravioli, and Much More!

11:00 a.m.-l:00 a.m. Sunday-Thursday;
11:00 a.m.-2:00 a.m. Friday and Saturday

Guaranteed the Freshest, Best Tasting New York Pizza
You can have delivered to your door.
We accept Master card and Visa on deliveries.

863-2120
276 N. Skinker
m

COUPON ■■

Brookings)

COUPON

OFF

OFF

Regular
Pizza or Pasta
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out only

Eat in or carry
out only
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Bin Saved
"Harry," she said, leaning forward so that her large breasts pressed hard into her T
shirt. (The shirt declared "Wild in the Country”) "Harry, will you look at all them bugs
— all pressed into the bug-catcher. Would these bugs end up fryin’ in the engine, Harry, I
mean if we didn't have the bug catcher on the fronta the car?”
Harry was thinking about his wife. About how Jeannie was a little brown wren and the
perfect corporate wife. She was no real trouble and no real fun. but she never upstaged him.
"Harree. are you payin’ attention?” Breasts asked.
"For God’s sake, Corinne," he yelled, “why do you ask such inane questions?”
"Insane you say,” she screamed, “you callin’ ME insane?”
"That's not what I said.”
"Then just what did you say? I’ll bet it wasn’t very nice, was it Harry?”
"Drop it." he snapped.
"Okay," she said.
New Mexico. Harry wondered how in the hell he had gotten himself into this trip. The
bar
he was in Tucson on company business, had gone to a bar and she had siddied next
to him in the booth.
"Not good to drink alone.” she said.
He had seen her breasts and decided that she was right. Jeannie had no breasts
no fault of hers and she didn't seem to care. But this one had a pair.
"Sure, sit down.” he replied. "I’ll buy you a drink."
"Taos, I want to go to Taos,” she said (the breasts were almost visible now, one brushed
his right arm.) "They say there are artists there, maybe even a few rock stars, like Grudge.”
"Grudge?”
"Yeah, haven’t you heard of Grudge? He's a Born Again. Used to ride with the Angels.
Now he . .
"Sounds great," his eyes caught a glimpse of her nipple as the V of her shirt moved
to the right. "How soon could you be ready to leave?”
"Ah, do you really mean it, really and truly? My name's Corinne. After Corinne Calvet
(she pronounced the "t”). Mama saw her in a movie magazine and said, ‘that’s my baby’s
name.’ ”
"How soon?”
" 'Bout an hour."
"By the way, it's Harry," he said.
There she was asking him about those dead bugs, and he was in New Mexico. They had
bounced around the room pretty good last night. Good Stuff ... he wanted more of that.
She had wanted to wait. He could wait for the rest.
"Come on Corinne, let’s eat.”
"Are you sorry you were cross?”
Petulant breasts were absurd, but arousing nonetheless.
"Yes, I'm sorry. I need a drink, that's all."
"In the mornin’?"
"In the morning.”

They sat on the chrome plated stools at the counter. A grease speckled Vargas pin-up
calendar from 1941 decorated the wall. A tiny man dwarfed by his chef outfit asked. "What’ll
you have?"
"Bloody Mary and the Menu." Harry said.
"Menu's on the wall, beer only, take it or leave it.”
"Two beers."
"Harry, I don't want no beer in the mornin'. Just makes me pee a lot,” Corinne whined.
"They aren't for you.”
Corinne scooted over on her stool and linked her arm through Harry’s.
"Come on honey," she said, "let’s have a fine time, hmmm?"
He felt sick inside. He imagined a soccer game going on in his stomach; everyone after
the ball, kicking, kicking.
"Okay, you win," he replied.
“What?”
"I can't drink my beer until vou let eo of mv arm." he said.
"What? You okay?" She turned her head and stared out the dusty window. “You never
did tell me about those bugs." she said plaintively.
"Damn it, no. No, I never did. Don’t start that again.”
"You’re sure jumpy in the mornin’," she said, “you ever been married before?”
“No,” he lied.
The tiny chef laid two greasy plates of eggs and sausage in front of them.
"Good.” she said, “looks good. I’m so hungry. I could eat a horse.”
"Oh my God, I'm going to be sick," he said.
They were on the road again. He felt better being in the car. The dry desert air and
the lack of city clutter felt good, real good. He looked sideways at her; she wasn't that bad,
the breasts were bouncing to the rhythm of the road. Little bounces. The painted desert
formed a backdrop for the little bounces. The trip was a good idea.
"How 'bout a little music, honey.” she said flicking on the radio. She searched the dial.
"And the beat goes on, boom boom" . . . static . . . "you'd be so easy to love” . . . static . . .
"A state trouper arrested three masked ...” more static . . . Your cheatin’ heart will teall
on you.” She stopped turning the dial.
"That okay?” she asked.
"Sure,” he said. Bounce, bounce . . . "Sure, it's fine. Nice day.”
"Sure is a nice day,' she replied, "you can say that again.
"Let's don't." •
"What? I never did tell you I like Caddy's better than Marks, did I? Well, this is one
fine car. I like Black better than grey (though it matches your hair), natch, what girl doesn't,
but ...” she trailed off.
Harry couldn't stand people who abbreviated, especially brand names. The car had be
come claustrophobic.
"Time for lunch,” he said.
"Harry, honey we just had breakfast a couple hours ago. You better watch out. All this
food and the beer, you're gonna get a pot."

by Maggie Flanagan

The tires screeched as Harry turned the big car into the Tomahawk Cafe and gas sta
tion. He slammed his door as he got out and saw that she wasn’t waiting for him to open
hers. The gravel under his feet gave him a sense of impending freedom; the cocktail sign
was a guarantee.
"Your cheatin’ heart will teall on you . . . hey, Harry,” she said as the screen door banged
shut, "how 'bout that, hearin’ it twice in an hour. Maybe it’s an omen of some kind or an
other. I know me — my conscience is clear, clear, clear. Can we sit over there in the corner
near the puppy. Oh Harry, please.”
"God yes,” he hissed, "just sit down.”
“Cute doggie, doggie,” she made kissing noises.
She was bending over now, looking at the puppy in the basket. Harry could see all the
way to her feet. He saw the moisture that had collected between her breasts.
“Two beers,” he said and shifted in his chair. "What a woman," he thought.
Corinne fondled the puppy. The puppy squealed, as the owner came back from the
bathroom.
“I see that puppy has taken a fancy to you,” the big black woman said, "he's for sale,
it's the last one I got."
The beers came, Harry drank them. "How much?" he asked.
"Two hundred,” the black woman answered.
"Two hundred for a mutt?”
“This ain’t no mutt, mister. This is a genuine Desert Dog."
“Aw Harry, come on,” Corinne whined.
"Why not,” Harry said and peeled out the two hundred.
He left Corinne kissing the dog and went next door to the Short Stop and bought a half
pint, opened it and took a swig. He saw Corinne chasing the puppy in front of the cafe.
“Little pup damn near got away, Harry," she panted.
“Get in the car,” he barked. "I want to get to Taos before dark.”
Harry rang the bell for the desk clerk.
"Sorry,” the balding man said, "We’re full up. Didn’t you see the No Vacancy sign lit
up. Got a concert in town tonight. Some Born Again named Grudge.”
"Yes I know,” Harry said, "that’s why we’re here. Got my little daughter in the car.
We drove all the way from Arizona.” He slipped the clerk a fifty. "Are you sure you don’t
have one more room?"
Harry put the key in the door. This was the night. He could feel it. Corinne brushed past
him with the pup. He took out the half-pint and took a swig. He flopped across the bed with
his arms outstretched.
"What are you doin’?” she asked. “We gotta get tickets for Grudge. We made it here by
night. That’s the reason we came ain’t it, Harry?"
Harry saw the liquor sign flashing through the dingy curtains. "Yes,” he said, "that's
why we came. I’ll just go across the street. You freshen up. I’ll be right back.”
"The tickets, Harry,” she pleaded.
“I’ll be back with the tickets,” he said. He polished off the half-pint before he crossed
the street. He bought two fifths and asked about the tickets.
"Hey fella, they were sold out weeks ago.” the kid answered.
"I ve got to have some tickets,” he said pulling out a hundred, “I’ve come a long way.”
"Sure,” the kid said, "now I understand.”
Harry went back to the motel. "Would you like a drink?” he asked as he poured the
whiskey in a plastic cup.
She was putting all her hair into a ponytail on one side of her head. "Thanks, no," she
said through bobbypin teeth.
Harry drank the whisky and watched her put on her make-up.
"You look a little stiff in that suit,” she said. "Got anything else to wear?”
"Slacks and a sweater." He poured another drink.
“Yeah, okay,” she said.
The puppy was chewing his luggage tag. "Get away you damn mutt.”
“Golly, Harry. You're getting cranky again," she said, "poor little pup don't know no
better than that. Poor little pup.”
"I’ve been driving all day. I wanted a chance to relax,” Harry defended himself as he
changed clothes.
“Drinkin’ mostly,” she whispered.
"What?”

Harry pulled the Cadillac into the dusty parking lot. Corinne put her arm around his
waist. “Hey honey, we’re gonna have a good time. Maybe we'll even git saved,” she laughed
"It better be good,” he mumbled. "This looks like a tent show.”
"What’s wrong with that?” she asked.
"Nothing.” He patted his pocket where the bottle sagged reassuringly.
They settled in the bleachers. A long haired young man with irridescent eyes said to
Harry, "Want some Gold?"
"Huh?”
"Try it,” Corinne encouraged, "better for you than booze any old day.”
The lights dimmed. Harry took a puff. What the hell. He felt a little dizzy. A man of
imposing size came out on the stage. He was dressed in white robes with a black leather
vest. The crowd went crazy. They stamped their feet and chanted Grudge in two syllables.
Harry saw Grudge with a rainbow of colors around his body. Corinne pressed against him.
All was well.
Harry awoke in the dark. He raised his head and hit it on a board. He pulled himself
up from under the bleacher. He felt his jacket pocket - good the wallet and the bottle were
still there. It wasn't hard finding the car. He sat in the seat with the door open looking at
the sky and opened the bottle. After a couple of swallows, he drove back to the motel.
The door was open. Only his luggage was there; hers was gone. He went into the bath
room to splash water on his face. He looked into the mirror and saw his bloated face. On
the mirror, in lipstick, were the words, Bin Saved. Thanks.
Harry turned and went back into the other room. He snapped his luggage shut and put
the bottle to his lips. He walked outside, looked east, then turned his back on the rising sun.
He threw the suitcase in the trunk and placed the fresh fifth on the passenger side.
As he pulled out on the.highway he said aloud to no one, “I'm coming home."
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three poems
MALL LIFE

On a trip for nothing in particular
She needs to have people around her
Where closeness isn’t threatening,
The smallness of a shop making
Closeness a necessity.
People are constantly breaking
Her outer cirlce of safety
As they reach across her
To inspect the size eights,
But exit again
Leaving her unchanged.
She seeks an identity.
Trying on personalities,
Using different names.
Lending an air of belief
As she takes names of people she knows,
Placing orders as Susan Miller
Or Amy Nuelle,
Becoming those she admires.

It’s not that difficult, she discovers.
After all, she feels different in some way
While wearing her favorite clothes.
Everything is all image and airs.
Now salespeople hurry to serve her,
The ones who didn’t notice her last week.
She walks in, acting like someone
And they treat her that way.
Now it’s almost 4:30, and time to get home.
The babysitter really wouldn’t mind her
being late;
Jane’s such a joy to watch.
But she already misses Jane.
Building a block tower for Jane to
knock over,
She forms a self of her own.

three poems
by Vicki Binder
GIFTS

When I asked you for flowers,
you gave me a silver vase
filled with dandelions, and showed me
how you could tell if I liked butter.
When I asked you for champagne,
you gave me a fluted crystal glass
filled with beer, and proclaimed,
it bubbles, too.

When I asked you for perfume,
you gave me a 14-karat gold case
filled with expensive perfume, and
told me
it had been her favorite.

by Dave Pigago
YOUR TOWN

An Imaginary town
Made out of cardboard and care.
Buildings constructed as part of
some master scheme,
1, an ultimate power over what lies
before me.
Making houses come together,
Slot A fitted to slot B.
Not really coming together
But I am blind to their faults.

A fountain fills the town square,
Illuminating the nights
With shades of crayon.
Crystal water reflecting
What it sees faithfully.
In the church tower I place two bells.
Bells of silver, hung together by metal
To bring my town good luck.

My town is silent,
For a beauty that isn’t seen cannot exist.
The knife begins to shape the cardboard.
Markers color on a personality to
each figure,
Each made different, cared for in a special way.
The people wander my town
And beauty is real.
Each dependent on one another and on me.
I take care of them,
Mending their injuries with glue and
a smile.
I transport you here by my own hands.
Quite different from the others
For you I make of paper.
Cut into by you,
Finding paper hurts the most, I smile.
Do not worry, it is not, fatal.

Mark could always 1
Sketching portraits (
Freezing a moment’
Always taking some
A slightly bent nose,
Holding it up to be 1<
They would always 1

Though at least in hi
I could always find J
Regardless of weath'
Pencil in hand,
Drawing the swans c
sittings.
In awe of the sure gi
And purpose of their

Seeing children at pl
Mark sketches the s<
Making it a part of 1
Playing games of a <
Voices heard of thos<
A game of cricket
Played with his frier

Night covers the par
Darkness coloring hi
somber shade.
By the light of a larr
Mark sketches a you
a bench.
The young man picti
hung with the mas
Shaping plans that v.
true form.
Laying down his pen
the same dreams.

two
by Lau
TREASUR

GRANDFATHER

I waited for you to rest yesterday,
after days
of expecting the anticipated end.
We all waited for you in that
hollow white room, practicing
our mourning faces. I stayed there until
I heard you had arrived.
I walked you to sleep last night; the
penance
was long and my legs weak
from feigning strength. You always tried
in your patient way to teach me
to be strong, preparing me
for such walks.
I searched for you in slumber today, going
to sleep quietly, so I would not
startle you, wanting still
to tell you goodbye.

I like the way you d<
your apartment, you
your favorite belong
together, disregardir
When a new trinket
the old found its waj
into a box under you

I still see your winte
reflecting in frozen 5
panes, peering like £
into mine, and tellin^
one more time
to stop searching thi
hidden in your bedrc

I started keeping a t
of discarded treasun
too, when I forgave j
for yours.
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YEARBOOK

We wrote K.I.T.
As if keeping in touch were enough.
— possible even

Within the book are our pictures,
Smiling, indulging in some fantasy.
And on clean, colored paper, inside,
We made a last attempt to give each
other something,
Words that now serve only as memories.

two poems
by Amy Smoucha
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I look through the book, it is so polished,
To find your address.
But instead 1 see our roles. They are empty
now,
When I am looking for words to help you,
To say more than “I’m sorry.’’
It is funny how we wished each other
the future.
Good Luck, or Success.
— in the future
As if we could know
—or control it

But now your mother is dead.
Could I have cursed you with this,
When I sentenced you to the future?

THE BLACK CRAYON

We are all, I do believe, at one time
a rather blank piece of paper.
Perhaps it would be fitting for me
to say, then that the world is a crayon.
Every color represents a mood, or
thought, or occasion in our lives.
Some that we would like to forget
before they begin; others that we try
to hold on to forever, but everyone
knows that a crayon finally wears away.
No matter how carefully we peel and
preserve its outside wrappings.

I would be wrong to suggest we all begin
with an equal share.
Some of us start with a box of 8, while
others begin with 64.
But no matter how many we have everyone
shares one common dilemma: What to do
with the black crayon?

Some of us try to use the black crayon
first, as if to get rid of it. Others
attempt to lose the crayon, or better yet,
pretend it doesn’t exist. These people never wear
the crayon down.
How do we fight this black crayon?
Do we even attempt to fight it?
Maybe manipulation is the key. Maybe
if we promise it special attention, in
return its bruises will be less severe.
Do we single it out because it confuses
us the most?

What happens if we put it in a rainbow?
Does it still darken the page?
Perhaps we should just accept the
black crayon, for it is as sure a part of
our lives as is the other multi-colored
emotions composed in wax.

The desk is large, stretching outward.
Earth-toned wood between us,
surrounded by the comfortable distance
which is meted by our chairs.
Your eyes are clear, sometimes amused
with me
or with the world.
We talk about our families, education,
the dorms, art,
of people — changes that are somehow
the same.
I listen as you speak,
unconsciously using a letter-opener
to show your meaning.
If I watch it move, it will tell me what is
important
or what you say lightly, when it is still.
You know things which I haven’t
experienced,
yet I feel them approaching,
and they are close enough to believe.
On your side, your eyes search the window.
I watch closely, and it takes a second to
bring them back.
When they return to me they carry
your thought,
I see how much you know, how much
you wish for me to know.
My words struggle over the desktop
as I try to ignore the obstacles,
and you smile.
Travelling the distance of the
hard-wood desk,
the smile even reaches me in my chair.
It is as if you spend your life waiting
to smile,
though I know it is not that easy.
You look again to the window, your face
intent,
focusing on your thoughts and finding
the right words.
Addressing me, still looking towards
the window,
you say something which I can only
vaguely understand,
but that I want to learn.
So I sit opposite the desk and listen.

UNTITLED

The greying crippled woman limps down my
street every morning.
She always hunts through our trashcans.
She wears my last year’s winter coat,
and an old pair of boots my mother threw
away.
She had a pair of my old socks on as I
passed her this morning.
Tomorrow, she may eat at my table.
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Black Feathers
"You’re a little off the mark, 'Pira,' Naldon softly mentioned to the brown-haired girl
standing beside him as she lowered her crossbow for a closer look at the shot, large grey
eyes straining against the bright afternoon sunlight.
Some distance away, three trees stood adjacent in a cleamlng and acted as target for
Capira's practice. Carved notches along the trunks designated areas of focus, while hun
dreds of tiny holes indicated former trails of aim. Several small arrows now adorned the
center of the tree to the left, Capira's present mark. Her most recent endeavor was clearly
set apart from the previous ones and she frowned, trying to remember what it was that
had distracted her so.
"It’s what I told you before." she heard Naldon say but paid little attention, "you can't
take your eyes off that center cut or you’ll lose concentration.”
Something had caught her eye just as she released the bowstring, some movement off
in the comer of her vision. Quickly reaching over her shoulder, she pulled another bolt and
set It in her bow. With a distant nod of acknowledgement to Naldon’s remarks, Capira
peered toward the trees where she thought she had seen branches rustling. Nothing
seemed awry, yet she couldn't help thinking her anxiety was more than just imagination.
She gave a resigned sigh and decided to let it go; it was just one bad shot.
"One more try," she said to no one in particular, mostly to let Naldon know that the
last shot was by no means an example of her best efforts, but to boost her determination
as well.
With unhurried movements, Capira lifted the crossbow and lined up her target, staring
ahead with both eyes wide and not with one shut as she noticed Naldon was prone to do.
Her hair was cropped short In both front and back, not just to say out of her eyes but also
to keep from getting it caught in thorny tree limbs when she ran through the woods Her
clothes did nothing to augment her thinness, barely more than sacks draped across her.
Despite her almost twenty years, she looked much like a young boy as she stood surveying
the left tree.
Steadily Capira began tugging on the bow’s trigger. A soft whistle raced through the
air, followed by the muted thud of an arrow hitting its mark. She was straining her eyes
to see where her shot landed just as Naldon’s strangled cry reached her ears.
When she turned to him, she herself gasped at the sight of the tiny dart protruding
from his chest. Her arrow had never left the bow; someone was shooting at them.
Both of them fell to the ground in a flash as another dart whizzed by, catching Capira's
sleeve but not injuring her. She looked quickly to the spot in the trees where she had seen
movements earlier, confirming her suspicions of before. A strange dark figure ducked be
hind the branches, and Capira let fly the arrow in her crossbow and tossed the weapon
aside. She reached for the longbow which Naldon had dropped, Instantaneously nocking an
arrow from the quiver on her back. Not waiting to observe the results of her last attempt,
she released three more arrows in Immediate succession into the trees before pausing to
look Into Naldon’s condition.
By now he was sprawled on his back, breathing shallowly. He had pulled his shirt away
from the wound and covered it with a soft cloth that was beginning to stain red with blood.
In his hand was the dart, a small one with charcoal fletching and a black tip.
' ’ Polson! ’' she moaned in horror and glared toward t the trees. The figure was still there,
peeking out of the woods at her, and Capira could swear she saw a man grinning. His hair
and face were all dark and swarthy, but his teeth were so white they gleamed even in the
shade. Then suddenly he dashed away Into the thicket before she got a chance to fire at
him once again.
Turning her attention back to Naldon, tears welled in her eyes at his helplessness. His
breathing had reduced to a choked wheeze, and his colorless skin now had a sickening blue
tint to It. The most frightening things about him were his eyes, which seemed to stare
straight into nothing, devoid of all expression or focus.
"Naldon,” she called to him softly, taking his hand in her own. The chill of his cold
hand ran through her and she shuddered, wishing desperately that she knew of something
to do. He wasn’t responding with any kind of physical sign, either by moving his eyes or
his lips, or by squeezing her hand in return. He just lay there, slipping away. Within mo
ments it was over — the whispery breaths discontinued, his chest convulsed, and then he
was still.
“Naldon . . she whispered again. "Father . . .’’ Capira collapsed in a dead faint be
side his body.
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ •
When she awoke it was almost twilight. The last rays of the setting sun had already
diminished in the west, and the eastern sky was beginning to darken. She glanced with dis
taste at Naldon’s lifeless figure and rose on unsteady legs. Capira knew she had to get his
body out of the open before nightfall or risk leaving him victim to thieves and vultures.
Forlornly she dragged him along after unsuccessful attempts to lift this stiffening
body. Their home stood not too far away, yet the journey for Capira that evening seemed
endless. She felt as if she'd been walking for hours when in fact it was only a matter of min
utes. Upon returning, she numbly dug a hole in the ground big enough to accommodate his
body, removed his clothes, and placed him inside. With a bitter sigh she pulled the dirt over
him and took his things into the small building.
Inside the one-room shack, Capira paced around in a daze. No one lived here save she
and Naldon. She knew of no other family and had no friends, but she never felt as though
she were missing out, because Naldon provided her with an exciting, if limited, life. It con
sisted of taking care of the home, cooking, and hunting for food with him. And when she
wasn't doing that, she practiced her archery. She knew she was good, but would never even
dream of placing an arrow the way Naldon did. He was the only person in her life, her guide
and aspiration, and now he was gone.
Worse than just dying, he had been killed. By someone she had never seen before, and
who sneered when he saw the outcome. A man who ran off after he realized he hadn’t been
able to kill her as well. Fury began to cloud her reason, and she silently promised to avenge
the death of her father no matter what it cost; the dark man in the woods deserved nothing
better than death, and she vowed she would give him nothing other.
The first thing she had to do was find out his identity and location. She guessed the best
way to do that would be to do some questioning at the Tavern. The village was not a great
distance away, and the types of characters who frequented the Tavern would know this
man if he were a local.
Glad that she had kept Naldon’s things, she took the knife from his belt and set to cut
ting their clothes up into her attire for that night. Naldon’s dingy white shirt fit her loosely,
and she cut the neckline deep down the front. From her own leather-laced sack shirt, she
cut off the lower half and pulled that on like a corset over the white shirt. His woolen cape
she draped around herself like a skirt, and it was large enough that she could tuck some
belongings within the folds. Here she placed the knife and other items she decided might
be useful.
Capira knew little about creating female beauty, only what she had seen of some
women in the village who enhanced their features with colors and stains. But she took a
moment to rub charcoal on her eyelids and brush her lips red with berries. Deciding she
must .ook extremely pale, she pinched color into her cheeks before wrapping a thin cloak
over her short boyish hair. With a sigh of despair, she set out for the Tavern.

by Julie Boggiano

Raucous laughter burst forth from the room even before Capira stepped inside. She
had to pause in order to adjust her vision to the cloudy, smoke-filled air, and as she stood
waiting for her eyes to clear, a pair of rough hands grabbed her by the waist and she landed
none too gently in someone’s lap.
"Where ya goin’. Sweetie?” the raspy voice demanded. "Here, come sit with me an’
have a drink."
Capira turned sharply to face her assailant and found him quite revolting. His dark
eyes were red and glazed beneath filthy black hair, and his greasy skin was smeared with
dirt. His breath when he spoke was rotten enough to fell a tree, and she thought he both
looked and smelled like he hadn’t washed in days. He reached to pull her closer against
his hard body, and when she struggled to free herself from his grasp, laughter broke out
again, filing the whole taproom.
A couple dozen rectangular tables of various sizes took up the major part of the room.
Where lamps or candles were lit, Capira could make out shapes seated or falling off the
benches through the haze of smoke. Larger booths lined the walls where all kinds of deals
were made and broken. In the corners were the card and dice games, from which it was
not uncommon to see winners stabbed and losers thrown out of the establishment.
At the back of the Tavern stood the bar and two doors. One of these doors was a back
way out of the alehouse. The other led to upstairs rooms where drunken women were taken
to be used by anyone who paid for his ale; rent for the night in these rooms usually got
charged to the unfortunate woman. The owner and barkeep was a large, burly man called
Grunem who allowed for no disturbances in his place. He spent most of his time behind the
bar, but when necessary, he could move with surprising speed and hit with unexpected
force. Any troublemakers found themselves bruised and on the pavement before they got
a chance to blink.
“Hey, Grunem!" the man holding Capira called out. “How about bringin’ one out fer
my new lady here?” He gave her a pinch and winked with a lewd grin, causing her to shud
der at the sight of his teeth. One was gold, a lot were missing, and those that remained
were grey and chipped. When he noticed that she found him less than favorable, he
squeezed her until she choked, and warned, “You gotta learn to like me, Sweetie, or you
won’t get nothin’ from me but what you don't want." Capira realized that this man could
be the one to lead her to Naldon’s murderer, so she decided to endure him for the time
being.
“How can I learn to like you if I don’t know who you are?” she asked sweetly as a mug
was placed before her, flashing what she hoped was a most captivating smile.
He laughed at that, loosening his grip somewhat and allowing her room to breathe
more easily. Shoving the ale into her hand, he drawled, "Call me Stealth, my sweet, and
forced her to down some of the fiery drink. Capira, unused to the intoxicating liquid, came
close to choking again as her eyes began to water. Stealth seemed not to notice, however,
and continued to tip the mug back high.
When she had finished the tankard, she immediately began to feel light, but she aquiesced when another draught appeared in its place, and emptied that as well. Stealth said
something but she gave him no attention. It became difficult for Capira to think or hold
her head up, and she could barely see straight for the inability of her eyes to focus. He
chuckled when she swooned against him and stood, lifting her up over his shoulder.
Another laugh went up among the men in the Tavern, and with a wicked grin, he carried
her through the doorway to the stairs.
• • • • *
It was Stealth’s foul breath so close to her face that brought Capira back to conscious
ness. Her eyes were still hazy, yet she could distinctly recognize the stench of the man she
met in the taproom. To her horror, he was beginning to undress her, slobbering kisses all
over her neck and shoulders.
By the light of a kerosene lamp on a nearby table, she was eventually able to discern
her surroundings, one of the bedrooms above the Tavern. A chair or two sat against the
far wall where a small window hung plainly without curtains. From what Capira could see,
the door was latched shut, and Stealth had her pinned down on the bed.
When she tried to scream, he shoved a grimy fist in her mouth and snickered, "This.
Sweetie, is how you pay me back for all that ale.” Fear created instant sobriety, making
Capira think fast, and she managed to free one of her hands and reach for the knife be
neath her skirt.
At the sight of the small hunting knife clutched feverishly in her grasp. Stealth paused
in disbelief long enough to decide that she was serious about defending herself with it. He
began laughing so hard that tears came to his eyes. Capira saw her chance now that he
was distracted, and with a cry of fury she lunged at him, swinging the dirk wildly. He
checked her attack and blocked the full impact, but she was able to leave a livid gash along
his arm. He roared in pain and knocked her full in the face. Capira fell back onto the bed,
and the knife flew from her hand.
Stealth snatched up the dagger and held it against her throat. She could feel the cold
steel of the blade's tip as it brushed lightly along her skin. "Alright, Sweetie, the game’s
over. You’re gonna be real sorry for that when I’m finished with ya,” he sneered. "But first,
gotta make sure you keep real nice and quiet.” Then he pulled the scarf from around her
hair to tie on her as a gag.
As her short hair was exposed from beneath the cloth, some distant spark of recogni
tion appeared in Stealth’s eyes and he tied it around her quickly. "So, no more the young
boy, eh, my sweet?” he asked with a slow smile.
Capira frowned, not understanding what he meant by the remark. But something
about his leering grin was familiar, and when he moved just slightly, the glow of the lamp
caught and reflected off his gold tooth. His teeth became bright against his dirty face, and
suddenly it dawned on her that those were the same teeth shining at her from the woods
that afternoon when Naldon was killed. This was the man she had vowed to sentence with
death! And here she was, trapped and gagged, unarmed and assaulted by him.
Stealth grabbed her collar and was preparing to cut the shirt from her body when he
mistakenly gave her the opportunity to reach for her skirt again. Capira's hand emerged
with the small black dart, and before he could stop her she plunged it deep into his throat.
The concentrated poison on its pin must have still been potent, because Stealth reared
back and made to pull it out, but instead he stumbled and fell to the floor wheezing and
spitting blood.
Capira pounced on him and held his hands down away from the dart, staring bitterly
into his wild eyes. She watched with distaste as his skin became pale and his pallor tinted
blue. His limbs soon lost their strength, and she was relieved to be able to loosen her weak
ening grip. It seemed to her that he took much longer to die than Naldon had, but she as
sumed it was just that there was less poison left and the concentration had diluted.
When his breathing was no more than a choking whisper, Capira pried the knife from
Stealth’s hand and cut loose the scarf from her mouth. She played with the idea of checking
his clothes for valuables but opted to leave him intact; she had only intended to kill him.
As his chest shook and she knew it was his last breath, she leaned in close to him and mur
mured, "For my father."
Gathering up her scattered things, she unhooked the latch and slipped out, pulling the
door shut quietly behind her. A round of mirth broke out in the Tavern as she reappeared
in the tap room so soon after going upstairs with Stealth, but she ignored the laughter and
walked calmly to the exit with glassy eyes.
Once outside, tears flowed freely down her cheeks, and Capira walked away silently
into the night.
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Strong Performances
Redeem Rumpeled Plot

By Bill Nolan

The Children’s Theatre Produc
tion of “Rumpelstiltskin,” the
story of a selfish, hot-tempered
little imp who lives on the ledge at
the edge of the world, was pre
sented April 21-27 at Fontbonne.
Rumpelstiltskin hopes to become
friends with a real person so that
he can live his life with the rest of
mankind.
That is an incredibly simple
statement attempting to sum
marize an extremely complex
plot. Sitting among -200 children, I
attempted to perceive their reac
tions, because the show was
aimed largely at them. But this
story seemed too complicated to
convert to children’s theatre. Even
an observer with years of theatri
cal experience would have trouble
making sense of the plot.
The storyline twists and turns
unexpectedly and maneuvers
every which way but loose. The
children tried to keep up with and

remember the characters’ names
— not an easy task: Rumpelstilt
skin — the imp, Otto and Helga —
a peasant couple, Brigitta — their
daughter, Bruno — the king, Tor
vald — the guard, Flosshilde —
the nurse, Brunnhilde — the
princess, Tristan — the prince,
and Ortrude — the mysterious
Queen of the Night.
The first half of the show
seemed to drag for a long while.
The exposition and attempts
made to clarify situations seemed
to bore the children. They grew
uneasy and fidgety. But soon the
second half of the show had all
eyes glued to the action. By this
time, the “good versus evil’’
struggle had become apparent
and the kids were cheering on the
good princess.
'
The show might have been more
exciting if the stage design hadn’t
put the “edge of the world” so far
upstage, away from the audience.
But the costumes glittered with

Eveiy day, thousands of college students ready, aim and fire their lingers
down their throats to make themselves sick. It’s called purging, and while it may
seem like the easy way to look healthy, it’s actually a sure way to become very ill.
Left unchecked, bulimia can cause rotten teeth, dehydration, a ruptured
stomach or esophagus, and kidney failure. In its latter stages, it can cause the
heart to skip beats, until one day it skips for good. But there is hope.
Through support group counseling, the professionals at St. John’s Mercy
Medical Center can help bulimia and anorexia victims find relief from their guilt,
depression, and years of loneliness. They can show them how to turn food into
nourishment instead of an obsession, and how to start feeling good about them
selves again.
At 9 a.m. on the third Saturday of every month, St. John’s holds free meetings
to discuss eating disorders and their symptoms. To find out more about the
meetings, just call 1800-22ABTEC, or 569-6898 in Missouri.
Everyone is welcome and there are no questions asked, because the people
there know first hand how devastating bulimia and anorexia can be. And they
won’t be pointing fingers at anyone.

Sean McDermott, Lisa Spratte and Karin Goldwasser in Rumpelstiltskin.
Photo by Jenny Gross

the reality expected and the spe
cial effects seemed to fascinate
the little ones.
The majority of the performers
in this production were making
their Fontbonne acting debuts, so
the show seemed, in certain parts,
to lack energy and leadership.
Also the play had undergone dia
logue cuts right up to the final re
hearsal and as a result, many of
the actors were still shaky.
But a few performances were
especially noteworthy. Steve Settlemoir and Laura Cook were obvi
ous veterans as they played Otto
and Helga Miller in a style espe
cially fitting to Children’s Thea

tre. Their larger-than-life atti
tudes from accents to movements
to facial gestures entertained kids
and adults alike.
Co-veteran Anne Sheahan, who
played Ortrude, Queen of the
Night, projected a neat character
ization despite the fact she was
lost upstage behind the scrim cur
tain. A few new faces that brought
smiles to the children’s faces in
cluded the irrepressibly charming
Laura Butler as the Miller’s
daughter, the uprighteous young
Prince Tristan (John Cummiskey), and his father, King Bruno
(Ray Pohlkotte), was also a
favorite.

Ball Gets Things Rolling
With $1,000 for St. Joe’s Inst.
By Bill Nolan

'Id SomeoneWith

Fhe Anorexia Bulimia Treatment and Education Center at
St. John's Mercy Medical Center, 615 South New Ballas Road, St. Louis, MO 63141

Fontbonne hosted the First An
nual Charity Ball, Friday, April 3.
The Ball was sponsored by the
Student Government Association,
and raised over $1,000 to benefit
St. Joseph’s Institute for the Deaf.
Hard work transformed the nor
mally subdued Arnold Memorial
Center of Medaille Hall into a gla
morous, black and white deco
rated, ritzy ballroom.
The evening’s entertainment
began with a Talent Showcase of
unpredictable performances by
Fontbonne students, including
Mary Naccarato, Beth Ringo,
Pam Nowak and Bob Boggiano.
Then the dance floor was cleared
for a night of toe-tapping and dan
cing to the live sounds of Bob
Kuban's band, “The Collection.”
A cash bar and hors d’oeuvres
were provided by Syberg’s Res
taurant. Roaming party photo
grapher, E. T. Thomas caught the
live action all night-long and Sara
toga Studios provided facilities for
more dignified pictures. The
highlight of the evening was the
raffle drawing at approximately
11:30 p.m.
Raffle tickets were mailed
along with invitations to over onethousand members and friends of
the Fontbonne community.
Raffle prizes had been solicited
from various businesses and
establishments throughout the
metropolitan area. There were
over 18 major prizes donated.
Some of the contributors included
the Omni Hotel, the Holiday-Inn
West Airport, the Fox Theatre,

Anne Sheahan and Missy Hack at
Charity Ball. Photo by Jenny Gross

the Funny Bone Comedy Club, and
AMC Theatres.
The Charity Ball replaced the
traditional Spring Formal Dance,
a semi-formal dance held offcampus for students and dates.
But the Charity Ball was created
as a community event to include
faculty, staff, students, and their
families. “We also wanted to do
something to help others,” noted
Senior Chairperson Mary Nacca
rato, “So, a Charity Ball seemed
like the perfect answer.”
The Charity Ball Committee
worked hard for several months,
and that hardwork definitely paidoff. Special notice should be given
to the efforts excerted by Beth
Ringo, Lisa Moritz, Mary Hen
ning, Mary Naccarato, and the
others that made the 'event possi
ble.
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831-8000

Free Delivery
HOURS: 11-1 Sun-Thurs.; 11-2 Fri. & Sat.

Introduces...

PRICEBUSTER
2 SPECIAL
PIZZAS
with your choice of
two generous toppings on each:

2 BJedium $q95

^^r®e$1295
* Extra Toppings 50C each for Medium; 75C each for Large

831-8000
or if busy:
781-1424
This GREAT offer is available for delivery to
Fontbonne and Wash. U. Campuses

This offer makes Panteras perfect
________ for your next pizza party!
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Minutes from the Moments of Springfest ’87
by Vicki Binder

students were victorious against
the faculty, with a score of 17-16.
Tournaments took place between
the volleyball champions and the
faculty after the outdoor barbe
que Friday evening. Again the stu
dents were victorious. The day’s
events were festive; and the ac
tivities were well-attended by stu
dents and faculty alike.

Fontbonne’s annual Springfest
took place Friday, April 24.
Among the many activities that
took place that sunny day were
tennis matches, pool tournaments
and ping-pong matches. Booths
were set up at noon and stayed
open until late afternoon. The
dunking booth sponsored by the

Sharon Basler and Ronnie Klein
Photo by Jenny Gross

Julia Simpson and Julie Wurtz
Photo by Jenny Gross

FAA drew large crowds of people
through the day, as various fac
ulty members and students took
their turns getting drenched.
Steve Settlemoir provided music
for students during lunch, and the
band Disinformation entertained
the crowd from 10:00 p.m. to 1:00
a.m. In the softball game which
took place Friday afternoon, the

Bill Foster
Photo by Caroline Nowak
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Total up-front cash outlay is much less than
the down payment normally required to
buy a new car.
Each month you pay only for the use of
your car or truck—instead of buying it as
its value steadily decreases.
Choose the exact make, model and color
you want. We lease all makes and models
sold in the U.S., domestic or foreign.
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cont’d.

so hard to obtain.
“I knew how difficult it would be
. . . “Melissa reflected. “I’ve
learned so much from making the
45 and recording my voice in a stu
dio. But I never knew how difficult
it would be to get my music played
in a big market like St. Louis . . .
if you’re not with a major record
company, they don’t even want to
look at you.’’
look at you. But Randy and I are
both positive. I think the 45 will
give us an edge over others who
try to break into the entertain
ment field.’’
Over all, Melissa says that she
is happy to have gotten her foot in
the door with her 45. Strangers are
beginning to recognize her and
she realizes she has the chance to
work in a professional atmos
phere.
According to Melissa, the secret
of success is to have an extra
“something special.” People who
know Melissa think she definitely
has it.

STUDENTS,
will emphasize St. Louis as a great
place to get an education and an
excellent place to live. The bro
chure will be distributed to coun
tries large and small across the
world. “We will appeal to students
worldwide. Much of the informa
tion will be directed towards Font
bonne,” says Barry. He further con
tends that students would be able
to transfer to other schools in the
St. Louis area if they’re not satis
fied with the school they’re pres
ently attending. “We’re promoting
continuity, but we want to make it
easy for these students to transfer
without the hassle of paperwork.”
Currently the foreign students
make up five percent of Font
bonne’s population. The majority
come from the Middle East, Afri
ca, Central and South America.
Also there are students from the
People’s Republic of China, Ma
laysia, Singapore, Taiwan, and
Northern Ireland.
Eighty-five percent of the inter
national students at Fontbonne are
enrolled in business or math/computer science programs. This isn’t
surprising since they believe a de
gree in either of these departments
is very impressive to take home
with them. A degree from the
United States opens doors to pro
spective jobs, in contrast to a de
gree from the homeland, which is
not as prestigious.
“An advantage to students who
study abroad is that so much busi
ness is transacted in English that
those who’ve studied in the U.S.
have more command over the lan
guage,” comments Barry.
In some respects Barry believes
that many of these students’ school
systems are superior to U.S.
Schools. “Almost all of our Arabic
students speak another language.
Also in many countries, schools de
mand that students speak two lan
guages, in addition to their native
tongue. It provides them with a
much broader perspective of the
world.”
Next year Arland Desouza, from
India, will represent international
students in Student 'Government
Association.
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cont'd.

SOCIAL SCIENCE

Jackie Devore, human services
major, is working for the Care
Unit Hospital in St. Mary’s Health
Center.
The rehabilitation program is
for chemically dependent individ
uals, and integrates medical, so
cial, psychological, and spiritual
treatment.
Devore works in counseling with
all male therapists, with the ex
ception of one female.
She performs a psycho-social
assessment of patients when they
first enter the center. It’s broken
down into three parts: general in
formation, which includes what
kind of drugs or alcohol the person
has taken; a mental status exam, to
determine if the patient has brain
damage from the chemical; and
background material about his
life, questions about family, job, his
concerns, and personal problems.
The team at Care Unit consists
of psychiatrists, medical doctors,
nurses, psychology therapists,
three chemical dependency thera
pists, and one individual with a
masters degree in social work.
Devore
notices
some
similarities in the patients she
deals with. "They all feel that
they're worthless. They don’t feel
accepted by society, and many are
recluses. We try to make them feel
good about themselves."
When attempting to get patients
to open up and talk about their
feelings, "they tend to intellectualize instead," adds Devore.
“Some feel uncomfortable talk
ing unless they have beers in their
hands."
She has gained valuable experi
ence at Care Unit and feels she
knows a great deal more about
chemical dependency and people.
"I feel less judgmental of peo
ple in general. I feel luckier than
these people . . . more apprecia
tive."

ARCHIVES,

conrd.

comfortable surroundings of posh
funiture and sit and talk with
your schoolmates. "But we weren’t
allowed to eat or drink soda in
there." In place of those wonderful
parlors is the Fine Arts Office, a
classroom, and a recital room.
When Ms. Baer was in school,
there were a variety of athletic ac
tivities to participate in: gymnas
tics, swimming, dancing, archery,
tennis (on Fontbonne’s own tennis
court), basketball, indoor baseball,
track and field, volleyball, and
horseback riding, with horse shows
as an annual event spanning over
20 years. She was on the basketball
squad and the yearbook staff.
Through the passage of time
though, some activities were
dropped and new ones were added.
Another memory was of the trol
ley that used to run directly in front
of Fontbonne. This trolley inspired
"The Trolley Song" from the mo
tion picture "Meet Me In St.
Louis." Fondly called the Dinky, it
ran from Skinker to the old Clayton
country club.
"We took the Dinkey to school if
we had an extra nickel. We used to
tease John (Red) Carroll, the skip
per of the Dinkey, a lot. He knew all
the kids’ names and would wait for

us to board, then drive like heck to
get us to school on time,” Ms. Baer
reminisced. The Dinkey gave its
farewell ride March 12, 1949.
She also remembers, "I could
have a full lunch in the dining hall
for 15 cents. But back then, we paid
only $100 tuition for each semester.
I was probably the only one to work
my way through college. Nowadays
kids are almost forced to work
through college because it’s so ex
pensive.’ ’
Ms. Baer flashes back to yet an
other happy occasion, College Day.
This celebration originated in the
first years of the college at Carondelet. They always tried to make
the date on or as near to the Feast
of St. Teresa, October 15, the tradi
tional day of the founding of the Sis
ters of St. Joseph in the seven
teenth century.
College day would begin with
mass in the chapel, then students
would proceed outside to decorate
their cars for the traditional pa
rade to Carondelet. "I remember
when we came back from the out
ings we would watch old time
movies, and Sister Victor, who was
Cafeteria Manager, would hold her
hands over the projector when a
kissing scene came on. But we all
knew exactly what we were miss
ing. We all had so much fun in col
lege. It was a very happy time.”
She recalls they were required to

wear caps and gowns for certain
events, and many other occasions
such as mass, inductions, assem
blies, solidarity receptions, and of
course commencements. "We wore
caps and gowns every time we
sneezed.”
In addition to these activities
were many other occasions that
are now, for the most part, extinct
at Fontbonne. For example, the col
lege hosted junior-senior proms,
the St. Louis University Conclave
Proms and rallies supporting the
Billikens, May Queen ceremonies,
Father-Daughter Banquets, May
Day and the May Court Maids,
Penny Circuses and Penny Circus
Queens, Christmas Carolers, re
treats, Soup-Ins, Earth Week, and
tree plantings.
Even though Ms. Baer recalls
those days nostalgically, she re
alizes she "can’t compare students
of that time to students of today.
There are different demands on the
kids. People change, that’s all. My
philosophy of life is: W'hen you re
tire, don't go sit in a rocker; get out
and do something that’s interest
ing, challenging, and exciting.”
Eleanora Baer is doing some
thing that fulfills all of these re
quirements for her. Keeping tabs
on the many good, bad, exhilarat
ing, and drab changes that come
and go at Fontbonne, suits her just
fine.

IN VIETNAM
THE WIND DOESN'T BLOW \
/
IT SUCKS
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